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Oar Tto Trar«lar» bad for tome time
bean comfortably naiad in their Uror- j

(ft* nooks sod lounging place*. Through
tb* Influence of torn* chine* remark
tb«do*altory coavarntlon had drifted
into onr recalling various unaccountable
mental Impressions and phenomena
with their curious and often atartling
results, and the Student Traveler, who
bad listened attentively throughout,
alter bit of genial banUr at hi* ooaccustomedalienee, began the r*.ation of
the following pleaiant tale.

It ! a rtry abort and ilmple storr,
without a aingl* thread of trai^dy in it,
though it baa an odd beginning and an

agreeablo ending for thoie who are not
averse to occaalonally hearing of the
humble heart dratnaa among lowly folk
and life*.
My own part In it waa almost an involuntaryone; something aa when a

scono-ahilter, half in dream and halt
from habit, might return to a darkened
ana deaerted theatre and roll off and on

this eetting or that until, all unintentionalwith hitnaolf, real players hare
fitted tbomiulvos into hla bulf phantom
narfftfman«( nnd at tho end l»e realize a

£e bu almost unconsciously boon
:playwright, manager, prompter aad uu:dience, all Id one.

It began in tho comfortable room of
my inn, over against Covent Garden,
in London, in wnicii.1 bad shut mysoi/
from friends and acquaintances in order
to better accomplish some important
literary work.

1 bad been engaged to write a series
of tales illustrative of lowly London life
for a famous London periodical. The
labor had proven a strangely sad pleasure,but bad proceeded with extremo
success and gratification, when I suddonlycame to a point where it seemed
impossible for me to coherontly pen an*
other sentence.

It conld not he accounted for on the

5round of overwork or lack of material.
was iu splondid physical condition; in

a mood of superb mental elation. But
titoro remained tho stubborn, insurmountable/act that I could not write.
This almost literary syncope had shut

down ujioii uiu uuw lur iwu uo/o. a><u

lirst shoots of my manuscript wore due
in tho printers' hands at tlio end of two
days more. So much was at stake from
promptness or failure, that the sadden
realization of all this affected me still
more disastrously. 1 challenged my
powers of creation and composition in
every raannor possible to ordiuary masteryof such a situation; but it was of
no avail. I was as hclploss to perform
my allotted tusk as tho scullery maid in
tho dark kitchen below.
In this unpleasant strait I thought of

Chelsea hospital for British army pensioners.1 hastoned to tho fine old
place, rifo with historic associations,
happy in tho thought that, among its
grim and war scarred inmates, I could
no doubt find some auaiut, odd characteraround whom a tender romance
could bo woven.

I had no more than reached tho
grounds, when I found a burial eqnad,
just ready to sot out with a dead comrudeon that last sad march tho British

'

ponsioner ever takes to the slumberous
shades of Brompton.

It was headed by a tiring-party of
twelve, in old black waist belts with
worn carioucne*uoxo8 in uuai. uuu undentbayonets dangling behind. Next
them stood the tiny old Chelsea tiler,
"Little Joe," and the grave and pompous
drummer, Hurry McDuh.

'i'heao wore succeeded by the coffinnowresting on the gravoled walk coheredwith a dingy blnck pall on which
was laid tbo single military trophy of
the dead, a worn, threo-cornorod hat of
"William the Third's day.and ancient
inmates of tbo dead soldier's ward.

It was not a large squad, but it was an
unaccountablo cheery one. The old
boys were merrily taunting each otbor
with portentous propbecios of who
should next rill tho "box" that should
be thus carried out firompton way; but
I could see their bravado bad in it a pitifulundertone of dolor and despair.
Gathered about tho halted procossion

woro an hundred or so moro of these
votornn paupers, somo leaning listlessJyagainst the sunny facades of the
b'uilding; some gathered in fussy knots
discussing tho merits of tbo departod;
some idly gazing at tho littlo cortogo
with v flea at, stony iaces; ana onions
with canes and crutchoB pothoring up
and down tho line, mingling thoir
cracked old voices in the rough and unseemlybadinage.
But the .ancient pensioner sergeant in

charge of tho squad was now coming
from the governor's rooms with the
burial permit. Premonitory notes upon
"Littlo Joe's" fife accompaniod by drum
mutterings could bo heard, 'ihe old
fellows wore falling into lino, as the
sergoant took his place behind the roar*
most liie; and thosix voterans who wore
to bear the coffin upon their shoulders
wero about to lift it from tho ground.
Just then thoro appeared in the door

loadiug to tho corridors of the groat
Ilall a most ancient penaionor. He
raisod his hsnd flatteringly and
screechod out tho one word:

Halt!"
"It's old Billy!" "Billy and Miko

hadn't made up afore Miko croaked!"
and "Wait a bit, aorgeant, lurol' Billy!"
woro among tho expressions I hoard
running along the lino.

llo caiue pulling, whoozing, whimpor.
ing down the broad staircaso and tor*
race, llo pushed tins one and that ono
aiide petulantly. Wlion he had roachod
tho side of the coflln, he tumbled down
boaido it and, fumbling the pall and tho
hat upon it distractedly, blurted out as
thotoara rolled down his hard old fuce:
"Mike.Mike! to'rd th' last, ye didn't

play fair, gtealin' my baccy an' grub
an* things, in ward 10; but 1 can't see

ye fjoin' away t' th' Brompton trenches
'thout savin' it's all right.all right now,
Miko!"
Then old Billy kissed tho pall and the

hat, sobbod a little, scramblod upon his
foet, glared upon his comrades derinntltrfnr liia wnnknnna anil amotion
and then, stumping along to the sergeantin charge, roinarkod sententioualy:

"Plant 'ira aa soon aa ye likes ]now,
sergeant, Mike was a 'ard un, was
Mike. But I've made my peace wi*
Mm, an' th' aooner oe's nnder cover th*
better /ur all In Chalavl"
The eorgoant gavo a low word of com*

mand. Tho coflin was liftod to tho
ahouldera of tho men, and tho strange,
limping, ahutlling, halting cortogo
movod slowly away to tho shrill, hut
aubdued notes of Little Joo'a fife aud
Harry McDuh'a muffled drum, which
Jioiitnutly pickod ont the fumiliar air
of tho ]4Ulh psalm.
Ah, horo, surely are tho pathetic incidentsfor n atory, I thought, ns I moved

softly toold lillly'saldo and toucbodhitn
u'ontly on tho shouldor.

1 knew that a pensioner's griof, cvon
his mirth, hud but ono fitting coinEanion. 1 know, too, a little alehouse
ard by.the 1loyal Military Asylum

tavern, an ancient Franklin's Row.

1 INKSTAND.
ftvelars" Seriea.

WAKEMAN.
nlwees. AH Ufko Smmd. |

whore tint companion eonld be bid
alongside * cheery lire and gliuerinj
run of copper puncheons tod pewtei
magi, and m I touched him on th«
shoulder I ttked him sympathetically:
"Uncle Bill/, won't you come along

with ma, and, over a mug of 'four ale'
and a freab pipe of tobacco, tell me
something about yourself tad Mike?"

lie locked tt dm suspiciously for s
moment while emitting something betweena childish eob and t snrly growl,
bat ts the vision of proffered cheer

firadatllr broke oyer him lie yielded to
te bludlehmenU and fell la behind me
with a eoldierly step on our way to the
little ttrern with the big name iu historicFranklin's Bow.
1 ety historic Franklin's Bow, for the

yery place where we were Anally coilly
seated before a hoge doal table, beside
a cavernous fire place, was thy kitchen
of the identical bouse in which the dissoluteCharles, touched by the generous
pleadings of kiadly Nell Gwvnno, gava
to ber, to be instantly transferred by
his favorite ts a site for a pensioners'
i >. i *rt t » n.n i

noipiiai, ivinjc tinmen wviioko uiiu no

pleasant surrounding meadows which
Charles had fust purchased lor his
sprightly Nell at the beggarly price of
thirteen hundred pounds.
The cockle* of the old pensioner'*

heart were loon warmed, and noticing
my interested looks about the dark and
antiquated place, after a deep and com*
forting draught at bis mug and a few
spattering whiffs at his pipe, the veto*
ran ruminative)/ bogan;
"Ay, ay, pardner.no 'fense seme

Mike i« gone!.it's Nell's ol' 'oine; 'ome
o' ch' horarnge gal as made us tlr 'ome
o'er tlieer, sech as it be."
Here he pondered awhile a9 if fixing

it all in bit memory juit as legend had
brought the pretty tale down to its
trembling old beneficiaries.
"Ye see, Nell did a 'eop o' dreamin'

fur 'er lordly parrymore. She dreamed
this, that an' 'tother, rapid liko. King
Charles alius 'eeded 'er dreams. Maybe
thai made 'er dream more an' more.
Any'ow, one night Neli dreamed mighty
'nrd. Next day she wuz glum, liko. Tho
king shook 'is 'oad an' worrited o'er it.
Wars hup, Nell?' ee plumped at'er.
rough an' ready. 'Oh, yo won't mind
wa'i'i hup!' she an'sers discouraged
liko. 'Odso, give it a name?* says eo.
Bo she hups an' houts wi' it."
Hero the old pensioner closed his

eyee, pursed his lips and began in a
Imaron tsliianar nf annrnrv whinh rotlld
bo plainly heard into tbo middle of the
street.

11 'Mothought,' says Nell, rollin' 'er
One heyea up'ard, 'I vu in th' fields o'
Uholay, an' slowly tbeer^rose afore my
hoyes a gorgus pal Ius, wi' a thousand
chambers. In an'- hout theer walked
many old an' worn out aoldier men, wi'
ail kind o' scars, an' many maimed o'
limb. All o' tbem was nged an' past
service; an' as they wont out an' come
in, th' ol* men all cried out: "God
bleaa King Charles !"* Then i oponod
my beyes an' wuz sore worrittod o'er
my dream.' Hup Charlos roars: 'Noll
Gwynne, I wish you'd dream droams as
didn't coat so much!' Then she nna'er
hup: ''Oh, o'courae I know'd youwouldn't do it!' w'en oesaya: *Woll ye
know amisH that time, Nell Gwynno, fur
IwiV/doit!' An'oedid!"

lie snortod and beamod on mo in
very orcosa of triumph at his historical
recital and continued deprecatingly:
"That's th' way th' 'Ospital como'd t'

bo, sir, an' no 'totbor. 'Thout Noll
Gwynne'a dream, right 'ere in this very
'ousc, air, hus as roado th' British
Hompiro what it be, wouldn't a 'ad ary
place t' lay our ol' an' worn-hout
'eadBl"
"Old? Why, Uncle Billy, you're not

old;" I insisted encouragingly.
He looked at me a moment commiserating!}*.He tuscod at his pipo furiously.Then taking his wrinkled face

in his two bands and planting his elbows
on the tablo stolidly, ho said with childishvanity and woebegone earnestness:

"I'll be ninety-two year ol\ this
month, God willing!"

"Impossible!" I retorted aflocting
amazomenL
"Ninoty-two year," he repeated solemnly.'"Listed in th' 31st Foot, in

1819; served over forty years; an' como
back t' th' workas or that.that 'ero
pon as ain't much b'ottor!"
"Kith and kin all gone, Uncle Billy?"
"Kith an' kin all ^one."
' No brothors, or sisters, or friends?"
"Notary one."
"No children, or wife or.?"
"Soo 'ere, now, pardner.no 'fenso

sonso Mike's gono t' Brorapton 1.1 told
yer all was mastered out."
"Why didn't yon ever have a wifo,

Uncle Billy?"
I cannot tell why X drove him so

closo on this point. Porhaps it sprang
from valorous human contrariness.
But I did it with a dim sort of notion
thero had been perhaps somewhere,
sometime, a little woman, proud in
hor way of this battored old hulk in
ita hrnoAr <lnvn. and that ho miirht have
forgotten the fact, along with other
thing* old soldiery should often bottor
havo reraotnbared.
"William Merrill.that's ray fall

namo, sir, an' born in Bedfordshire.had
a wifo, forty or fifty years ago, sir.'?
"Forty or fifty yean ago!.horoin

London", Undo Billy?"
"Ay, right here in Lunnon."
"What became of liur?"
Dead."

"Do you know that?"
"Do«s I know I'm lookin' at you?"
"But how do you know that she

died V
"Dooa I know I 'avo this 'ore rose-red

dee'raahuu on ray breaitie? Does I
know I 'ave this 'oro yaller an' blue
dee'rashun on my totber breaatie? Dooa
I know w'ere an 'ow I got 'em? Dooa
I know w'en I loft aervlce on a bob (a
shilling) a day pension, I marched uioro
miles o'or Luunon streets, a searehin' of
'er than I hever trod in Tnrkoy or th'
Crimea? Does I know that nothin' on
TOarm u a mauo mo give nup in Hoarcain'an' th* pension, an' lay iny bones in
that theer llvin' groavo, 'cept I was
cock-sure she was dead an' gone I.gottin'nothin' but a ponnv a day, fur ale
an' 'baccy monoy, a bunk no bigger
than poor Miko'a box t' sleep on, an'
arf a loaf, a ounce o' butter, Tharaoa
skimmin'a far soup, nn' a bowl of ynrb
tea, nil fur a 'oalthy man t' thrive on?.
ugh!" he concluded with a fierce shrug
of resontmont at his environment and
contempt for ray own ignorance of what
had ao Jong ago pro ran a bitter finality
to this old, old votoran who was snortingand fuming bofore mo.
Thoro was nn easy way to dispol thia

outburst of feeling, and when it had
been utllizod I lod him back ovor the
sunnier road of hit fondness for his
dead comrade, to n glimpse of hia daily
lifo in Ward 10, Cholaoa hospital.

I thus discovorod the curious fnctB
that Mike had aorno aixty years beforo,
been a rival for his dead wifo'u hand;
that Uncle Billy had won after a liorco
courtship; and that the singular human
drama of mo many yoara boforo had
drawn tho two mou to'guther aliold; had
welded thom in clqsor friendship when
ttie bitter days of tho penaionor'a life
had como; and that hero they had at

lut b>UUd along together, now la
almost irreconcilable quarreli. again is
firmer and more pathetic (nendahlpi,
sotil Comred* Mike. la bit /aillua. Imbecilehoari, bad taken to little peculation*npoo hia frlend't aeant larder,
wbleh bad broafht aboot an undyinr
hatred between the two, terminating at
laat in the pitUnl iceoi I bad wltnataed
in Obelaea hospital yard.

I eat betide the old (allow (or more
than halt of that day. I llatenad to hii
brare tale* el valorooa deeds; bla objurgation!upon the life at Obelaea, an
endleaa repetition o( meatmen and cunning,petty injuiticeand burning diiqpntent;bia itealtby confidence! of
other peniionen' weakneeeca, bravado
and cowardice tad mi 0*0 wonaroas
days and ways; and, mora pitifnl than
alt, hla ever-recurring qaeralonaness,
childishness and helplessness, cow lines
hta laat comrade on earth ou tone.
Aalaatand liitened I bollt my story

over and over: Of the two old pensionera,rlrali in yootb, comradea in arms,
atill comrade* in tbe touching quest (or
the woman tber both bad loved, comrade#in tbe wilder, fleroer Dattles of
tbelr laat companionship, with the final
deadly hart which drore them apart
until tbe lipl of one were forever stilt,
and then the old inan irovelini upon
hla leneea beside the coffin and the pall,
just before tbesaddoningcortego moved
away, aa ita climax of liopelejs patboi
and grief; until it all moved wituin mo
from beginning to ond wfth tumultsoni,impetuous tread.
Then I preaaed upon the old fellow
ome coin for comforting tobacco and

ale, law bim bock to the pleaaaut hospitalgrounds, and, bidding him a hearty
good-bye, started to turn away.
Holding hia rough old band for a moment,I was tbrtllod with a sudden and

convincing thought. It took expression
in my parting words as I looked iu his
doleful face.
"Uncle Billy, I believe something will

happen to relieve your loneliness up
I" V17a /) Irt olnna AT 1 Ira it onna

away."
"Only one thing could 'appon now,

air;" ho replied with a startling groan.
I knew what ho meant; but that was

not my thought.
"No, no; it will not be that, Undo

BiJJy. It is something better, brighter
thau that. You havo not shown me
yet your wifo is doad. I beliovo.I
know.she will yet bo found to take
Mike's place through many auuny
days!"
The old man wrung his hand fiercely

out of mine. Ho staggered back against
the stono pillar of the gateway, and
would have fallen, had not the old pen*
sionor sentry coine to his support.
My last glirapso of him, as I turned

and almost fled, was a picture that will
never leave my heart. The old pen*
sioner's face had turned from bronze to
deathly white, and I felt that unutterablemaledictions were struggling from
his lips for the false hopes I had so

cruelly raised within him.
But in some wild, heedless, unaccount-

able way, I bad a stubborn belie! in
what I had felt aad said. It posseaaed
rao over and abovq^every impulae towardsmy own remorseless task.
"That woman ia alive, here in London.I shall bo instrumental in bringingthese two strife-beaten old souls

together," came flashing and whirling
in upon mo again and attain as I hastenedback to tlio city and my work. I
did not reason this out. I could not.
It followed mo even wlion I stole into
tho National Gallery, and for added inspirationin my story-making, stood beforeHerkomer's great painting of the
Cbolsea pensioners at vesper service.

Yes, there they all were, grimly and
airfnlljr real and true. Not very reverential,these old war dogs of othor days.
You can see thov are uneasy as children
in their pews. You almost hear their
feet getting into complications with
wooden legs, canes and crutches; and
one caunot but listen for strauge suut-
flings, clearing of throats and bard
asthmatic breathing. But the mighty
master piece.almost history, in snggeativenoss,of Britain's imperial conqueitaand her thankless niggardliness
to tbo broken lives that had been cast
remorselessly aside.does not ono whit
exaggerate the wondrous pathos of their
collective and individual aspect. The

Eainter has told all the wretched, heartreakingstory in these white beads and
battle-scarred, bent frames bowed in
groveling, protoative silence at the time
of benediction and prayorl,

In a half hour more I was back at my
desk, my window shatters closely
drawn und hiding the dreary flapping of
a ghostly London fog, my fire and light
burning brightly, and everything in
readiness for my inspirated task. Theu
the ono thought flashed over mo that a

master had told illimitibly moro on
canvas than could ever be revealod in
words. But 1 fought this down, and
still essayed to write.
Again and again I bogan.but itsoemod

like contemptible plagiarism, yes, almostlike literary sacrilege, to even
tread on ground so incomparably traversedbefore me. The entire fabric of
the day began to vanish like a phantom
of the night. X saw first, Uerkomer's
great painting; then the wretched faco
of the poor old man 1 had left half faintingat Chelsea Hospital Gate; and then
.tho face, or outlines of a face, my
dOJJKUU imioiohcuva m uu

hopelosB fancy waa slowly conjuring'
out of the misty doptha of viaionary
clouda.
For hours I sat thus wordless and

effortless boforo ray desk and papers. 1
had long boforo flun* ray pen from mo
and it had roboundod from tho dosk
and fallen with one ond rosting across
tho huge glass inkstand. With my
head held tightly in my hands, I was

gazing vacantly at both, soeinir noithor
fairly from atrcaa of moutal oxcitomont
and distraction.
Suddenly within tho curvc9, protrusion!and indentations of the ornamentalglass 011 the outor aurfacoof tho

inkstand tho half caught lines of n

woman's faoo arrested my attontion.
Moro startling still, it was tbo identical
face which uiy fancy had evolvod from
thostrango and pathetic incidonts of tho
day, and it now took on definilo form
and /oature in the old glaaa iukatand
before me.
Not only did this faco of a woman

come distinctly into view, but aaido
from it« plainly traneablo lineaments,
below and bonoath it was a crouchod,
bent and humped little body, while tho
..-.1~- l.u.l linnn nrnlnanlinlv tmilH*

formod into tho figure's stout and sturdystaff.
I laughed outright nt the curious

hallucination and challenged tho old
pensioner an if in potty triumph with:
"Ah' I told you your wife was not

doad, Undo Billy. &jq! lloro wo have
already found liorl"

Bellovo it or not, tho face in the ink*
stand rospondod to this with many and
the awoetost of noda and smilos.
"Thore you aro then, Mistross Morrill?"I bauteringly nskod of the faco

in tho inkstand.
A nod and a smile followod this in*

stantly.
"And you aro stilljmtiontly waiting

for Uncle Hilly who novor caine?"
Imperative nodding* and a mournful

smilo wore the iuimodinto responso.
"i)onrf doar! It is very loyal and

good of you; but won't you ploaio go
away just for a little, until this hatoful
story is bogun and done, Mistress
Merrill?" 1 pleaded kindly but dis*
traetodly.
"No, 110, no!" was plainly answered

in the dojectod bead suaitiug in tho ink-

itand; and I beard, or thought I plain-
It beard, the imperati*e thumping
diatent at tho itttf apon my hollow i

dot. I

Something like a feeling of ioiemnitT
dov cauie apon me. 'lhe pertiitenco i

and lntiatenceaf the faoe in the ink- i

Und rooted me from dalliance to ao- I

lion. i
I rubbed my ejea Juriouilr, thinking.

"Now, pretto! »nd away itaieil" but it (

wat iilt-4bere. I clipped ror hands I

londly together, bat the wraith was uu- I
mored. 1 daahed my penholder down 1
betide the inkttancl, but it waa at i

though the humped body had merely i

momentarily laid atide her atatf. I
1 left my chair and bathed my eyet in

cold water, paced the room for a time, f
and even read in my bookt. When I

turnedto my detk again, it teemed at i

though the face in the inknand traa '

looktne wondering!? and protettingly
into mine. 1 atepped to tho Rat jet,
tamed it off, went out of my apartment
and took several quick turns in the c

hallway. hen I Had cotno back and <i
relighted the gas, the little old woman $
only gazed up into roy face with a pus- I
Ued and troubled look.

I rang my bell and a servant shortly t
came. s
"Tako this inkstand," I said to him, i

"have it cleaned thoroughly and bring a

me a (rent! well ot ink." c
When he had done my bidding and c

had retired from the rootn, it was a long i
time before I dare turn to the cruel' li
offaceraent I felt certain had been t
wrought. Even then, my eyes stole c

sheepishIv, guiltily, to the de*k.
There, qji*hter, dearer, more inerad- \

icablo than before, was the face in the I
inkstand, its tear-dimmedeyes following t
my every movement with a pleadinglook b
of bewilderment and fear. b
In a moment more, with hat and n

great-coat donnod, and with a parting ii
glance at the faco which now seemed ti
radiant in smiling approval, I had left
my inu and gainod London's midnight *

streets. a

Almost as in a dream where a city's 1«
thoroughfares seem like cloud»fllled It
canals with ghostly humans drifting 1
along tbeir lower depths, 1 turned into o

Maiden Lane, rounded Leicester Square; b
pushed through the harpy throngs of t<
Trafalgar Square and the Strand: V
crowdedon into Fleet street; penetrated h
the maze of wynds and alleys round
about the Royal Juatico Courts, as far

iaa Chaocerv Lane, und thonce. around it
by Lincoln Ian fiolds, by zigzag, tortn* o
ou9 coarse, peering into every woman's s<
face 1 saw for likoness of the face that b
haunted roe, I carao at last, oxhaasted
aad discouraged in my search, to the ai

corner of Southampton street and the (J
Strand. tl
Here he halted for a little, leaning n

against tho Southampton side of the ex- t<
treme coraer of the building there,
gazing ruefully into the Strand, whieh n
was still crowded with the Godforsaken 1
of London after midnight hoars. b

"It is her face; and I will find it yefcl" si
I muttered aloud as I cast a parting h
glance ,up and down tho fog-shrouded E
human tides of the Strand.

"Is it an old face or a young one, you ai
are looking for, my dear?" inquired a si
soft voice at my elbow, just around the o
corner of the building in tho Strand. b
The voice was aa sweet as an innocent fi

child's; andyet it held thataubtle chord
of interest and sympathy which can o
alono be modulated by a mature and n
tender human heart.

I whirled and facod, or rathor bent
over, the speaker; for her head scarcely zr
came to my waist. I saw with boating bI
hoartand bowildered brain tho haunt- ai

ing face in the ink-stand; tho very face u
1 sougui; mo mco 01 a nine, om, a

humpod-back woman, with sturdy staff d
in hand; a face sot upwardly, aa is the tl
sorry way with dwarfs; a faco in whicn
some unuttorablo human hopelessness ci
was drawn into stony lines, and vet on h
which thero seemed, as you looked upon st
it, to grow in high relief aradiant trans- p
fiirureinent of trust and faith; the oldest,
plainest, sweetest face in the great Lon- tt
don town; and a faco I could only look ji
upon in astounded silence for its friend- ot
ly reassuring smiles.
'Tin just Drury lano Betty, sir. pi

Everybody on the Strand knows Betty, tt
Some of them loves her too. I'm here* if
abouts at nights.I like it best, sir.and p
sometimes Betty helps them that falls
to tho earth from discouragements aud tt
the like, sir. Tho night-time is whon B
help's most nooded, sir. Besidos, old p
Betty i9 looking for a face, too, sir. But it
are iiou in trouble? Sometimes them ol
that's host dressed, sir, havo deepest G
hurts. I'm just now going in, sir, and, 'u
if you don't mind, we will have a cup of 14

tea together. We can talk better over tt
a bit of Are and a cup of tea, you know, k
Come along, my dear 1" w

She swung her staff into ono band et
and grasped it firmly; with tho othor it
she reached confidently for my own
and placed it benoath her shoulder and
trundled away with mo toward Fleot st
stroet, her hoad perked to ono side like w
a littlo whito old bird's; her fascinating c<

prattle only now and then checked, as w
some officer or long frequonter of tho
quarter gave her commiaaeratinf> d
though heurtv greeting, to which sho tc
ropliod cheerily, calling each ono by
his Christian name; until we at last si
turned into the now darker and les9 fro- "

quouted Drurv Lane. tl
A walk of a few steps- in this thor- p

oughfaro brought us to tlio fruiterers' p
district, aud we halted before an an* Ij
ciont and narrow structure. Here my li
stranco companion produced an enor* oi
mous key, and ushored mo into a hall- b
wn» hlni'k na tho nnrtnla of Erborus.
Ordinarily I would not have ascended

its creaking etairs with any hurnnii I]
other than a Scotland Yard inspector t<
for a thousand sovereigns, but I felt no t(
fear with bor. Up, up, up wo scrambled, p
tho dwarfed little body guiding mo p
without misstop or blunder, until a e<
fourth landing had been reached, when h
with a lively "Here we aro, my dear," a ci
door was thrown opon and we stood full T
in tho rosy light of a large and choorful
room.

It was tho loft of tho building, trans* ai
fortood in a homely fashion into a most
comtortablo abode. A hugo and an*
ciont flroplnco occupied neariy^ono entireend. Near this, at ouo aide, wero ,

curious cupboards, and, at tho othor, a "

suotv white bed. Betweon, full in the J*
vrarin flroliirht, stood an amplo table, p
ready sot, aud besido this wad a lariro li
easy chair, turnod partly to tho tiro, ai
with a pair of cosy alippora roating 111- u

viungiy at lis 1001. "

"It's all miBe, from curb to roof, sir;" =

aid Botty proudly. "Forty year# is a

long, Ion* time; but I said to myself,
now, maybe he will bo ft long timo.comingback, and how happy he'll Oo to
have a homo, till 01 our own, in which
to lay hie bond. Yes, forty years!.
forty years!" alio added with a pathetic
tremor in her voico. "And I bogan as
charwoman to tho fruitorora in Drury
Lane. Now, thoy pay mo rent, my
dear!"
Out along ono aide of tho narrow

loft wore a few low and tidy cota. She
saw my inquiring look and said with
the aweotest nmilo 1 had aeon on her
drawn old faco:

"That's Drury Lane liotty'a hospital.
When I'm in tho atreotB at nightlookingfor hiiu, you know!.oftontiinea
aomo ono falls to the earth, aa 1 told
you. It Botty knows of it, this ia whoro
thoy bring thorn for a little, my dear;
for I think, what if ho foil to tho earth,
might not aoiuo other body do tho satnn
for liiin? Yes, yos, veil.forty years is
a lonir, long time, iny dear I"

"Bloia you, aunty, for tho-dearest,

bravest soul in London !** bnrit from my
ip« mt I almost reverently patted her
white old bead. "And von have been
ill these years trying to and kim T
The white lace ajrainit the gateway of

mother hospital was now htun tin* me
nor© ominously and desperately than
bis living doable of tho Jittlo old face
o tho inktiand.
She was pouring the tea into the

:udb. A cup and saucer stood before
.he half turned arm chair. She raised
be kettles as if to till this emptv cup.
ithoaffht her face grew more pallid fur
in instant. She hesitated in a scared,
itartled way and then said sadly and
jlointively :

"All.these.rears! Why, I nearly
illed his cup! Tell me, sir!.tell mo!
-would X not know it hero.here, air,"
is her hand fluttered to her loyal heart,
'if he was dead?"
"Ves, yes, yo<!"
"And you are euro he is still living?"
It would have been n cruel heart that

ouid hare cast the shadow of a single
lonbtupon this almost iuliuito patience
tad faith; and I answered her with the
iravest words I could.
Thou as wo sat nt tea, I listoned, lis*

sued, to another lifo-draum of waiting,
enrching, longing, soch as books can

lever toll; listened to hopes and plans
nd faiths as fresh and sweet and innoontas ever maiden breathed to other
aaiden's ea^'or ears; and listoned, dar--*rx .Aitnal urh«t I Mrllltnntlv
loped and boiioved, for the ono word,
ho absent husband's name, to make
ae safe and euro.
Deopoit artifice could not secure iU

Vilieat surprise would not reveal it.
is though it were the last slender
broad that hold hor to her o^n, she had
uried this most needed thixijcr, per*
aps from the very horror of which
light come from its utterance, iu the
anermost depths of tier irrecoociliably
sudor yet cunning nature ami life.
The pray of tho morning had couie
rben I arose to go. And would 1 cotne

gain?.for at tiraos the hours were

>nely hero. Yes, and yes and yes again,
oat me, il I could bring along a friend,
hen the sooner tho bettor, the aweot
Id voice prattled and prattlod ou. To
realcfast, then, this vorv morning, at
m.for this friend might know hiiu.
os and yos again and azaiu, as 1 stroked
or silvered head and turnod away.

' I J
inon 10 my inn lor u ion nuuia oiuum

-my story still untounnhed.where the
ice in the ink* land iiad wholly faded
lit with the night; und then I felt a

jlornn conviction that the sign had
een real and sure and true.
At last, with all speed, to Royal ChoisaHospital, whore I learned that
ncle Billy had suffered a sad turn in
io night and where his ponsioner coinideawhispered ho woald follow Mike
) Brompton now.
"Now If lovo can anvo him!" I
lentally vowed; and in an hour's time
had him clad in his llaming Prince Alertand the smartest he possessed and
ifely beside mo in a swiftly whirling
ansom, hoaded /or the Strand and
rury Lana
With pursing lips, lowering brows
nd wildly bulging eyes, tho old penonoroften essayod to spoak, and I as

[ten increased his dazed wonderment,
ut silenced him with, "1'vo found a

riond who knew her, Uncle Billy 1"
Aa wo alighted in Drury I-ane, a few
Id /ruiterors standing at their doora
oddod and whispered together:
"Maybe it's him, at last!"
Insido tho hallway an impulse seized
ie to bid him retnovo his lumbering
loo*. He obeyed me unquestioningly,
ad we stole softly through laboriously
p tho stairway to Aunt Betty's open
oor. When we entered, the littlo
warf was busy in her hospital ward of
ie loft.
1 seated Uncle Billy in the huge arm
lair, drew the waiting slippers upon
is foot, and the old war-dog in an inant,had olosed his eyos with inoxressiblepeacofulness and joy.
Then, stepping to Aunt Betty's side,
lero was o pleasant morning greeting.

*» - U . U-J
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ilior for years.
"Aunt Betty." I began witli illy suproasedexcitement, "my friend is over
lore, by the fireplace. Won't von see
be is in tbe right cbair? I'll bo back
resently from the street."
taped dona that anciontstairway as

lough I hadcommittodacapital crime,
ut my flight was not swift enough to
rovent my hearing a few quick thumpigsof Aunt Betty's staS upon the floor
the loft; a hoarso gurgle of, "Foro

od!.Betty!.It's you! I'urty heyes,
imp an' hall 1" a sweet voiced ripple of,
William Merrill!.something told mo
le waitingM eoon be done?" and my
nowing that in the bletaod silence
Inch followed, as blissful a love n<
irtli had ever known had tound anew
a own.

A murmur of eager Impatience finally
icceeded the almost reverential silence
hich had fallon upon tho anombled
jmpany as the Student Traveler's tale
'as done.
"But tho story!.tbe story!" was
bornsei. "Was that atory ever irrilsn?"
"Eh?.Ob, yea; the atory. Yos," tho
:udont traveler concluded musingly;
anil quite in time for presi. It was a

111 _ ...... I jli
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ooplo of whom grand and impossible
ooplo dearly lovo to rond, whilo grandrand impossibly ignoring such simple
ves and loves as these. But the story
tlio face in tho inkstand has never

ocn oven imporfectly told antil now."
When Oiliorn Fall

food's Sarsapnrilla builds uptheBhat>redsystem by giving vigorous action
> tho uigeetivo organs, creating an apetiteand purifying tho blood. It is
repared by modem methods, posbcs*
>s tho groatesfc curative powors, and
as the most wonderful record of actual
iiroa of any inedicino iu existence,
ako only Hood's.. 3

Hood's Pills are puroly vegetable,
d do not purgo, pain or gripo. 25c.

llopklo»' HlntL

Ciiicaoo, Nov. 1..Mayor Hopkins tonybegan suit for $50,000 damages from
ohn R. Tanner, chairman of the Reublicanstato central cominittoo. for
bol. The claim is inade bocause of tho
isortion of Mr. Tanner that tho mayor
as "lovying blackmail on tho vices of
lo city."

rirMlKr from n most horriULIUIILbleblooddisease, I
'= had spent hundreds

of dollars TRYING various remedies \and physicians, none of which did me
any good. Mv finger nails came off,and my hair came out, leaving me
perfectly bald. I tlien went to

HOT SPRINGS
Hoping to be cured by this celebrated
treatment, but very soon became
disgusted, and decided to TRY

j , r. i , 1 lie effect was
truly wonderful. I
commenced to re*1**1m fit cover n(ter takingthe first bottle, and by the time 1 hadtaken twelve bottle* w*% entirely cured.cured by S. S, S. when tho world-renownedHot Springs had failed.

WM. S. LOOMIS, Shreveport, U.
Our Book on th»pl»fftM*nr1 tu TreatmentniMlod frte to any luldren.

HWIFT HPKCIFIG CO.. Atlanta,Gn.

DO YOU KNOW YOURSELF
It Is a Foot That Vary F«w PeopieDo.

ARE WE REALLY WISE.
Nearly Errrj Man and Woman lg
America Uu a Tendency |n U|(
Daiigeroua Direction.Wtiai it u.

"All road» lead to Rome." Thii «M
troe in tlia time of toe Roman I'up.re,
Homo wai the center ol civilization aod
all roads led to it.

L'ut we are living in tho time ol
American civilization and we lite
differently from what titer did in the
Roman tirnos. Competition ia greater;
tl» dlniina rtf 11fit htm innrd int..

social demand! aro moro exacting and
household and family cures more try.
IDC, and from out of it all we tiad tb*t
all tbo roads of our moderu e&oteucs
lead but to one end.
Do you ask what this is? We w

swer, Bright'* Disooae. This ternblou
thin subtle, this little understood
disease fa our great modern monster.
Many a.man suppo^ine himself ia perfecthealth has died suddonly, when it
is discovered be was a victim to Bright'idisease.
Hundreds of womeu who wero in *p.

parent hoaltb, but yot who "did not feel
quito wall," who had weak, nervous, depressedand bearing-down feelincs, wdo
loured for life and yet who did not eo>
joy it, have paasod away aud over ths
craves could bo written tb« words,"Bright's disoase."
Many children who hnvo passed

through scarlet fevor which leu it,
tracos upon tbo system, who had. psr*
haps, lome inherent train of weakness,had struggled toward manhood and
womannooa, only to aio prematurely.of what? Of Uright'e disease of the
kidnoya.nothing else.

It seems that nil tho roads of diseaie
in modern civilization land to chia one
groat goal, viz:.Bright'* disease. It i,
sad but unfortunately it ii true.
Do you auk what can be done? Manifestlyguard yourself iu time. There ii

no more danger from Uri«rht*s diaeaie
than there it from a cold if it is kept
away from tho system by proper care,
precaution nud forethought. It is trot
there i« only one remedy that has oret
been discovered which can prnveot it
or cure it after it has been contracted,
but that remedy will do it promptly
and in evory case. It is known through*
out the civilized world as Warner's Safe
Cure. It has accomnlishod what hu
never been accomplished before. It
ha* taken men and women who were
weak, run down and debilitatod, with
strange pains throughout the body, who
did not know what ailed them and it
lias restored them to perfect hoalthsod
strength. It has taken people who felt
that they had heart difficulty, long
trouble or nervous alllictions but who
were in reality on the road to Bright1!
disease and has restored them perfectly
and completely. It has done this ia
thousands of cases in the past, and it
can do it in every case now.
Mr. Edward B! Murphy, president of

the United Railway Supply Company,
1215 Filbert streot, Philadelphia, wai

pronounced by three different phyat*
K/t ,1;...^

UIUUB iu uu a ViUfcltu ui uiuui occan.

This win in tlio spring ol 1891. Hli
friend, Mr. A. L. (irant, insisted upon
hie trying the great Safo Curs in whick
ha ni a firm believer. Wh«t is tie result?Mr. Murphy is to-day * perfactly
well man anil has boea ever aincs hi
began using Hale Cure.

If you, reader, are wise you will «
amine yourself and Bee in what conditionyou may be and take such care Uti
precaution for the future as say will
man or woman should.

STATIONERY, BOOKS. ETC.

FOOT BALL
1 + + SUPPLIES.

Inter-Collegiate Balls.

Rugby Regulation Balls,
Cheap Amateur Balls.

Extra Bladders for Best BalK

STANTON'S aSf&
Fine Stationery I

Wo have jait opened one of^iba
finest linei of Writing Papera we

have evor carried. By looking la

onr south window you will be coa*

vinced.

CABLE BEOS.,
oc20 I303 Market Street- B

gCIIOOL BOOKS
And Pnhool Stationary. j
Mjjeollniieoua Book*, |
Cheap Ptiblicatloui. I
Fashion and Literary Maffutnot|

Daily and Weekly Pipers doHvfml aiiywhet*
C. H. QUIMBV,
«o6»M Murk.u

GROCERIES ETC, _
I

^"EW ORLEANS

MOIiASSBSH I
The new crop (1891) has arrived it|

H. F. BEHRENS',
No branch tforet. CJ17 Market Strata

^KVV PRUNELLS,
APRICOTS, CITRON*.
PKUNKti l'| 0.3
ORANOR PERL, RAISING
UMOS I'KEL. Cl'RHAXrS. ct&

C. V. HARDING & CO..
l:a)6 MurLot Strjet^

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS^H

Music at Half Price.I
Hereafter wo will loll nil new an.l itiaW, I

Sheet Muilc at HALF PRICE
F. \V. 1UITMKR .* H

WE ARB SOLE AUKN'TS
IN THIS VICINITY KOK J

The Celebrated J. E. Pepper S Co.Wft
Itesirie* iyp carry In MtocMnt nil time- «n.'h bf«#®
jwOM Kt. 11(Miry, Iiougbcrty. Ororholu nor

tilbaoti rikI (.iucknnholtnor. u«l nny >!!»«'''*2
ol this cluas munlly carried by b"3^

6CHAEFER A DRIEHORST,
oolft H2.< Mala «W*jL«

M-JOB + WORK*
NEATLY AND PROMPTLY EXtTlJTW I
__


